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indulgent tenderness, the frankness of her temper,
and my innate rising curiosity, soon removed all
distance between us: like friends of an equal age,
we freely conversed on every topic, familiar or
abstruse; and it was her delight and reward to
observe the first shoots of my young ideas. Pain
and languor were often soothed by the voice of
instruction and amusement; and to her kind les-
sons I ascribe my early and invincible love of
reading, which I would not exchange for the
treasures of India. I should perhaps be, aston-
ished, were it possible to ascertain the dale at
which a favourite tale was engraved, by frequent
repetition, in my memory: the Cavern of the
IWinds; the Palace of Felicity; and the fatal mo-
ment, at the end of three months or centuries,
when Prince Adolphus is overtaken by Time,
who had worn out so many pairs of wings in
the pursuit. Before I left Kingston school I was
well acquainted with Pope's Homer and the
Arabian Niffhts' Entertainments, two books
which will always please by the moving picture
of human manners and specious miracles: nor
was I then capable of discerning that Pope's
translation is a portrait endowed with every merit
excepting that of likeness to the original. The
verses of Pope accustomed my ear to the sound
of poetic harmony: in the death of Hector, and
the shipwreck of Ulysses, 1 tasted the new emo-
tions of terror and pity; and seriously disputed